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Martin. As soon as they had entered he put on a kind
of cotton nightgown, and did the honours of his apart-
ment.

A deal desk, placed exactly in the centre of the
room caused inconvenience by its sharp corners; and
all around, on the boards, on the three chairs, on
the old armchair, and in the corners, were scattered
pell-mell a number of volumes of the "Roret Ency-
clopaedia," "The Magnetiser's Manual," a F6nelon, and
other old books, with heaps of waste paper, two
cocoa-nuts, various medals, a Turkish cap, and shells
brought back from Havre by Dumouchel. A layer of
dust velveted the walls, which otherwise had been
painted yellow. The shoe-brush was lying at the
side of the bed, the coverings of which hung down.
On the ceiling could be seen a big black stain, pro-
duced by the smoke of the lamp.

Bouvard, on account of the smell no doubt, asked
permission to open the window.

"The papers will fly away!" cried PScuchet, who
was more afraid of the currents of air.

However, he panted for breath in this little room,
heated since morning by the slates of the roof.

Bouvard said to him: "If I were in your place, I
would remove my flannel"

"What!" And Pecuchet cast down his head,
frightened at the idea of no longer having his healthful
flannel waistcoat

"Let me take the business in hand," resumed
Bouvard; "the air from outside will refresh you."

At last Pecuchet put on his boots again, mutter-
ing, "Upon my honour, you are bewitching me."
And, notwithstanding the distance, he accompanied
Bouvard as far as the latter's house at the corner of